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' Moggy from 


hthe Tune of, You London Lads be merry, 
26. ov 


Les en MM... 


Lo A New SONG of Moggies Fealuſſe: 
Jockies Vindication. 


w Jockey ſbe 
Tbong h Jockey be lov'd his Noggy at heart , 
Jockey be wondred at Moggies ffrange beg, 

1 Moggy was je alous, and that was enong . 


— 


weeds won d de art, 


2 thou be wilfull ſtill my FM 
. 


— — 


W Here art thou ganging my Moog) 1 | 
and where art thou ganging my Dove, 
And woo't thou go from thy poor Jockey, 
— — — that he does love ? 
Ir Edenbor aug h, 

to » ſp 3 5 a Lad that is true; 

if I return not to morrow, 

— Jockey Iſe bid thee adieu. 


thinkſt thou that I can indure, 

to part with thee all a long night ? 

n am not able, thou art ſure, 

to have thee once out of my light : 

s a folly my Jockey to flatter, 

for I muſt gang where I did tell; 
offer to mince up the matter, 

ſo Jockey Iſe bid thee farewel. 


It ſhall 1 gang with thee, my fair one, 

and ſhall I gang with thee my Joe: 
ſhall it be welcome my dear one, 

to gang with my Aoggy, or no: 

bel hand in hand — the Houſe, 

that ſtands within ken of the Town; 

And there J will have a carrouſe, 

and for ever takt leave of my Lovn. 


dat what have I done my Moggy, 
that thou art ſo willing to part 


With poor unfortunate Jockey, 
aud break his too loving heart: 

ſe warrant his heart fore Plack, 
yeas mere a Man then to rue 


For a thing that ye cannot lack, 
and ſo lockey Iſe bid thee adieu. 


Then muſt we part, my lewel, 

and I never ſee thee no mere? 
And canſt thou be ſo cruel 

to eyn that loves thee ſo dear ? 
And have I not lov'd thee as muckle, 

and have I not ſhown it as true ? 
But I ſcorn to another to truckle, 

ſo lockey Iſe bid thee adver. 


Now Heaven pteſerve my good Woman, 
Ods Bread, ſhe's jealous I tfow ;, 

My Mor gy theſe tyers are not common, 
thy heart has had muckle to do : 

Tis onely a love-ſich miſtake, 
that ever can make me untrue ; 

Bur the Parſon amends he ſhall make, 
of you never will bid me adieu. 


How willingly I do believe thee, 
and tye thce once more tomy heart; 
But if thou again does deceive me, 
for ever, for ever wel part : 
But Iſe am in hopes that my Joe lex, 
will never more prove ſo untruc : 
But ever be kind to his A g, 
nor Iſe ne ver bid hum adieu. 
1 
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